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•the CemcAil fiifime of 

' Por.Thou maift I warrant, we fl»ll htvc old fwearing 

That they did give the Rings a way to mm ; 

B Jt wcel out-face them, and out-fWeare them to : 

A way, make hafte,thou knoweft where I will tarry. 

■ i\r^r.Comegoodfir,wilIyou (hcw mc tothis honfe. 

Efiier Lorenzi and Je0ca, fExeant-^ 

L$r. The Moone fhines brightjn fuch a night as this. 

When the fweet wind did gently kiffc the trees. 

And they did make no noyfe,in ftch a night 
troylat me thinks mounted the Trojan walls* 

And figh’d hisfoule toward the tents , 

Where Creffedhy tkzx. nights 
leffi. In fuch a night 

Did Thisbie fcarefally ore-trip the dew. 

And faw the Lyons fliado w ere bimfelfe, 

And ranne dilmayed away. 

Loren^ In liicn a night 
Stood DUo with a Willow in her hand 
Upon the wilde fea bankes, and w^h: her Love 
To comeagaineto 

In fuch a night 

gathered the inchantedhearbs 
That did renew old 

In filch a night 

Did ftealc froni the wealthy lew. 

And with an unthrifc Love did mnne from Venice ^ 

As firr e as t elmont. 

Ie0. In filch a night 

Did young Lorenz.o fWearehe lov’d her well, 

Stealing her foulc w ith many vowes of fath, 
Andnereatrueonc. 

Loren, In fuch a night 
Did pretty Ie0ca ( like a little Ihro w ) 

Slander her Lo'^e,and he forgave it her. 

leji. 1 would out-night you did no body come : ♦ 

But harke, I heare the footing of a tnan. 

EnteraMefenger, 

Loren, Who comes fo faft in fUchce of the night ? 

Mefen,S 


the iJMmhant of Vemce. 

Mepn, A friend. 

Loren. A fricnd,what friend, your name I pray you friend f 
cMef. Stephana is my na aae.and I bring word 
My MiftrcfTe will before the breake of day 
Be here at ^c/wm;fhe doth ftray about 
By holy croffes, where fhc kneels and prayes 
For happy wedlock houres. 

Loren. W ho comes with her > 

A^e0. None but a holy Hermit and her mud i 
I pray you is my Matter yet returad ? 

Loren. He is not,aor we have not heard from hiaij 
But go we in I pray thee Ieffic4f 
And ceremonioufly let us prepare 

Some welcenie for the Miftres of che houfc. Enter Qlawne. 

(florvn. Solar fola, wo ha,ho foIa,fbla. 

Loren, Who calls ? 

Clown. Sola, did youfee M.£*rwt<»,and l&.L^reHy<a^id^z^€oll^. 
Zwrw.Leave hollowieg iaan,hcere» 

C/w».SoIa,w here, where ? 

Loren. Heerc. 

Clown. Tell him there’s a Pott come from my Matter, with his 
home full of good newes, ray Matter will be here ere morning 
fwcctfbule. 

Loren.htt's in, and there expe<tt their comoaing. 

And yet no matter : why fhould we go in? 

My friend i’rtfj9f>tf«,figtiific I pray you 
W ithin the houfc,y oar Miftres is at hand. 

And bring your mufique foorth into the ayre. 

How fweet the moon-light deeps upon this bank®. 

Here will we fir, and let the founds of mufique 
Creepe in our earesf oft ftilnoffe,and the night 
Become the tutches of fweet harmony : 

Sit /<r^s4doofce how the doore of heaven •; 

Is thick inlayed with pattens of bright gold. 

There's nor the fiaalleft orbe which thou behold®. 

But in his motion like an Angel fings, 

Still^quiring to the young-eyed Cherubini i 
inch harmony is la immor tall fbulcs, 
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